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live in the village, and therefore did not know its name!
"A Yankee girl would have known the name of every
village in sight," remarked Papa. We were travelling
post, the most charming of all ways of travelling, stop-
ping at different points of interest; the chateau de Rosney
was particularly interesting to me, as I had been reading
with Mamma, a few months earlier, the Memoirs of
Sully, the great Minister of the first Bourbon King
Henri IV.; Rosney was his Chateau. At St. Germain we
passed a delightful afternoon visiting the grand old
Chateau and the Park.
We were soon in Paris, and the first afternoon our dear
Mother was enticed out for a walk on the Boulevards by
Papa. A few days more and we had left the Hotel de
Montmorency and were regularly installed in a tempo-
rary home of our own, as bourgeois de Paris•, in the nar-
row, gloomy Rue St. Maur, with its muddy gutter in
the centre, and a melancholy oil lamp swinging from a
rope, above the gutter. Our first Paris home was in a
pleasant furnished apartment, au second, in a fine old
hotel, once occupied by a ducal dignitary of the days of
Louis XIV. Towards the street it was a most gloomy
looking building, blank gray walls. But, once within the
porte-cochere, all was changed; there was a lovely garden
of more than an acre, with other adjoining gardens, all
surrounded with stone walls at least twelve feet high,
while groves of fine trees appeared above the walls. The
hotel itself was on a grand scale—a noble stone stairway,
with elaborate iron railing, rooms with very high ceil-
ings, wide doorways, with pictured panels above and gilt
lines on the woodwork—large windows, and parquet
floors, of course. The rez-de-chausee, or ground floor, and
the first story were occupied by a ladies' boarding-school.

